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Dude Piston 


His gloved hands gently caressed the shaft before gripping it tightly. As the camera panned out, Jerry was 
dressed in a new Loudmouth outfit: bright pink pants dotted in black silhouettes of mud-flap girls and a black 
polo shirt. He wore fancy, black and white wingtip golf shoes. He shifted his feet slightly and wiggled his hips as 
he eyed the ball. Jerry pulled back and then swung the club, sending the golf ball flying. He lifted the club in 
both hands, holding it and looking down at it with an approving nod. 


"Great clubs." He lifted his head and smiled brightly at the camera as two bikini-clad, large-breasted women 
sidled up on either side of him. They smiled brightly for the camera as they reached their hands to Jerry's 
shoulders. 


One of them reached out and lovingly stroked the club's shaft. "It's so big!" 


Jerry grinned and winked as another man provided voice-over. "Dude Piston golf clubs. Thick and long. Just like 


you." 


He hit the stop button on the remote control and looked at Stone expectantly as they stood in Jerry's man 
cave at their house. "Well?" 


Stone looked at him with an odd expression, like he didn't know if he was being tricked or not. "This is real? You 
actually agreed to do this?" 


"Yeah, it's real” 

"Its fucking terrible, Jerry!" 

"Why? Its funny.” 

"Are you sure? It's... 

Jerry crossed his arms, one hand still holding the remote. "It's not funny?" 


| mean | guess. If you're a fourteen-year-old boy. And what's with the naked women? They do know you're 
married to a guy, right?" 


"They know that, but guys who are gonna buy those clubs don't" 


"So their target audience is straight guys who play golf and wish they had a big dick like you so they could 


land hot women like that?" 

"Exactly." 

"But you fuck men with your big dick" 

"Not important. Maybe some of that target audience does, too." 

"Then they should replace one of those women with a hot guy." 

Jerry laughed. "Not a bad idea" 

"You know it wasn't your ‘dude piston’ that made me marry you." 

"It wasn't?" Jerry smirked. 

"No," Stone smiled as he stepped up to Jerry and pulled his arms apart, wiggling into them. 
Jerry wrapped his arms around his husband. "What was it, then?" 

‘| mean they named their company Dude Piston. That totally screams gay." Stone chuckled. 


With a little laugh, Jerry squeezed Stone. "What made you marry me?" 


"Ah, right Well, it was your big, thick heart, mostly’ 
"Aww. Well, thank you, baby: 

"You're welcome," Stone murmured and gave Jerry a kiss. "I mean, | do really like your dude piston’ 
"| know! 

"Kind of want to -" 


"Play eighteen holes with it?" 


